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can only say then that my Teeth have no need of a
Doctor. But why are the Virtues and Qualities
of men so obstinately dissipated? There is Francis
himself, the best and happiest of company, but
having nothing better than a small Place in Cum-
berland where it rains inordinately. There is
young Stephen Hailes whose every breath showers
gold pieces, but he is so gross in his feeding and
thinks of nothing but Horses. There is Beamin-
ster (and I would adore to be a Duchess), but he
whines through his Nose like a Parson and cracks
at the knees.

And many another all of whom you know, dearest
Angela. Fm not boasting that I tell you this, but
only that I may remind myself of my Vast Age
and how my Opportunities are slipping over me.

There is talk still everywhere of the Peace and
it is the fashion only to hasten to Paris. Rockage
has heard that Charles Fox is on a visit to Bonaparte
and that Mrs. Fox is for the first time publicly
acknowledged.

I shall be soon returning to Bournemouth for
Wiltshire rusticity is softening my Wits. More-
over there is shortly coming here little Judith
Paris whom you have seen I fancy in London.
Maria has an odd Affection for her. She is a
quaint thing whose French husband was killed
some years back in a brawl in the North, since
when she must be a Governess or Companion as
he left her without a Penny. She is as you will
remember, an Oddity, being but a few feet in
height and with hair of coarse flaming red.

Maria vows that she is a Noble Creature.    I